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'   '                                for supremacy in an art for which, as has already
i                                been said, I possessed no qualifications.   It will read-
|                                ily be understood how a mind like mine, so keenly
;                                alive to all impulses,  and so unsupported by any
moral convictions, would suffer in so keen a contest \                               waged under such unequal and cruel conditions.    It
1 '                               was in truth a year of great passion and great de-
;                                   spair.    Defeat is bitter when it comes swiftly and
\    j                               conclusively, but when defeat falls by inches like
c    :                               the fatal pendulum in the pit, the agony is a little
J    \                               out of reach of words to define.   It was even so.   I
i \ '                               remember the first day of my martyrdom.   The clocks
I    j                               were striking eight; we chose our places, got into
i;    ,                               position.   After the first hour, I compared my draw-
l , !                               ing with Marshall's.    He had, it is true, caught the
1    i                               movement of the figure better than I, but the charac-
ter and the quality of his work was miserable. That of mine was not. I have said I possessed no artistic facility, but I did not say faculty, my drawing was never common; it was individual in feeling, it was refined. I possessed all the rarer qualities, but not that primary power without which all is valueless;— I mean the talent of the boy who can knock off a clever caricature of his schoolmaster or make a lifelike sketch of his favourite horse on the barn door with a piece of chalk.
The following week Marshall made a great deal of progress; I thought the model did not suit me, and hoped for better luck next time. That time never came, and at the end of the first month I was left toiling hopelessly in the distance. Marshall's    ;                                ers; on the following evening we were dining with a
